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EUROPE'S ADDRESS TO PEACE 

A RHAPSODY 

From the British Magazine, London, of 1761 

If our literary style were that of (approximately) a hundred and fifty years ago, when the Seven 
Years' War was in progress and France and England were embroiled; when George the Third had been 
King but a year and the elder Pitt was the "beloved minister" whom Peace was to "receive" into 
her "luminous car" — if our classics were as alive for us, and our pens as flexible and fluent, the article 
given below would very well express our sentiments toward the world conditions of the present day. 



^~\ PEACE! amiable peace! benevo- 
^^ lent divinity, daughter of harmony 
and mother of pleasures, why do you 
continue still in heaven, whilst the dis- 
tressed inhabitants of the earth daily 
send forth their sighs to thee? If ban- 
ished from earth by fierce ambition, you 
think your hatred due to those who pro- 
fane you; what complaint have you 
against innocence unjustly punished for 
the inhumanity of your persecutors? 
Goddess benign, give ear to our plaintive 
cries: look upon these ravaged fields, 
these burning temples, these crowds la- 
menting their cruel lot, these matrons 
betaking themselves to flight, with their 
slaughtered infants in their bloody arms. 
When did the earth behold its plains more 
fattened with inundations of blood, and 
when did rivers ever see their banks 
loaded with such dreadful heaps of dead 
and dying men? Thus pale and livid 
death in Ilion's plains, swept away the 
warriors of Argos, and bfPhrygia, in those 
dreadful combats when the god Mars 
himself beheld his immortal blood flow 
forth in floods, and stain the field of bat- 
tle. With a cry equal to the shouts of 
an invincible army, just preparing to en- 
gage in a furious combat, he shook the 
inaccessible vault of heaven, and carried 
his complaint to the father of gods and 
men. But the great Jupiter, whose au- 



gust presence can strike with awe %h.e 
most audacious, and make them return 
to their duty, interrupted the speech of 
the unjust warrior, and with these terrible 
words confounded all hopes, "Hence, 
tyrant of mankind, barbarous and de- 
structive god, make your complaint else- 
where: of all the inhabitants of high 
Olympus, none is more odious in my 
sight than thee. Tyger, whose heart of 
steel soft pity ne'er could touch, your 
horrid joy is murder; you delight to see 
towns in a blaze; ramparts destroyed, and 
palaces reduced to ashes are the favour- 
ite monuments of your cruelty. Terror 
and death march always in thy retinue: 
monster, nourished with blood, whose 
heart overflows with gall, thou art fitter 
to reign upon the banks of Coeytus, than 
to hold a place amongst the assembled 
deities. Ah! wherefore, when thy pride 
once languished in the chains into which 
the sons of Aloeus had cast thee, wherefore 
did Mercury, too insensible to human 
misery, against my orders set you at 
liberty? Had it not been for that. Dis- 
cord with the dethroned had been for- 
ever banished to the infernal shades, and 
proud Bellona being condemned to repose, 
would not have driven peace out of the 
universe. The empire of amiable peace 
is blessed by all, the good of her subjects 
is her chief est care; but thou, oh Son of 
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Juno, art by her inspired with the fran- 
tic desire of governing by fire and 
sword ! " 

Chaste peace, 'tis thus the sovereign 
of the universe knows how to distinguish 
between thy merit and that of the war- 
like Mars. Thy scepter fills the earth 
with joy and pleasure; his rod of iron 
makes it an abode of horror and desola- 
tion. Wherefore then do you refuse to 
remove, by your divine assistance, the 
misfortunes of the afflicted earth? Why, 
tho* beloved and protected by the King 
of Heaven, do you yield to your rival 
the empire of the earth? I understand 
you, our unanimous wishes, in vain, call 
down the wrath of angry heaven; till 
divine justice has expiated our crimes, you 
must not hope to dwell among us. And 
what age ever deserved the hatred of 
heaven more? When did presumptuous 
impiety ever lift its audacious front more 
freely? The dread of divine vengeance 
is looked upon as weakness; blasphemy is 
considered as a noble freedom; double- 
faced fraud is looked upon as prudence, 
and the contempt of laws as magnanimity. 
This, oh you nations, this is what has 
brought upon you the inexorable rigour 
of heaven ! It is for this reason the Deity 
has put the thunder into the hands of so 
many princes ! An irrevocable order de- 
termines the choice, both of the sweets 
of peace and the horrors of war; it is the 
anger of kings which causes mortals to 
rise in arms; it is the wrath of heaven 
which makes kings wage war. It is by 
their means that heaven's high vengeance 
visits us, with the scourge of its severity, 
when after a long and fruitless indul- 



gence, our monstrous wickedness has at 
last wearied out its goodness. Oh ! aw- 
ful heaven, if the rigour of thy just judg- 
ments is not yet satisfied, after so many 
punishments inflicted, if so much blood 
spih, so many iflustrious victims have 
not yet made us shed tears enough, 
vouchsafe, at least, to inspire us with 
that sincere repentance, that resignation, 
and that humble sorrow, which is the 
only homage that can now soften the 
austerity of thy just decrees ! InvigOr 
rate our zeal, soften our hearts, and raise 
our spirits to thy celestial abode; fifl our 
minds with those ardent flames which 
are kindled by duty, respect, and love. 
A youthful monarch upon whom the 
balance of Europe depends, and Prussia's 
victorious king, wait but the moment to 
lay the thunderbolt of war aside, and 
cause the ills we groan under to cease. 
What do I say? Each day the wished-for 
moment draws nigher; the gods are ap- 
peased, our wishes are heard, the happy 
care of a beloved minister watches over 
our safety; he lives. It is enough; peace 
shortly wiU revisit us. Oh ! nations, 
Bellona, by him subdued shall be bound 
in an eternal chain, to your happiness he 
devotes his life, he sacrifices his repose 
to yours. Return then, O peace! It is 
time that his wishes should be granted, 
return and receive this great man into 
thy luminous car; let the god that con- 
ducts him conduct you. Being thus by 
his care reinstated in the favour of 
heaven, may we find our pains changed 
to pleasures, our tears to rejoicing, and 
our obscure night to a day both bright 
and serene. 



